


ThcMiJhrie 

Vri/t. I,ahdmarketheetoo,Iaekc« 

Faif.Do lb, for it is wDitluhcUllningto, theft nine in Buck- 
rom that 1 told thee of. 

Pm, So, tvvo more already, 

Tctulf Theirpoints being broken. < 

Downc fell his hole .V 

Vii/f. Began to giue me gfound;but I followed me clofe,camc 
in, fooc,and hand, & with a though^, ftuen of the deuen i paid. 
Pm.O monftrousleleuen Buckrom meii growne out of two? 
lalf. Bnt as the deuil would haueit,three misbegotten knaues 
in Kendallgrecne came at my baeke, andlct driue at me, for it 
was ib darke , Hal,thatthou could’il not fee thy hand. 

P««. theft lyes are like the father that begets the, grolfeas 
amountaine,open, palpable.Why thou clay-brain d guts,tliou 
knotty-pated foole,thoU horefou oblcenegrealic tallow-catch, 
talf. Vyhat,artthou mad? artthou mad;is notthe trueth the 
ti'ueth? 

Pm. Wiiy,howcould’ll thou know theft men in Kendall 
grecn,whe It was fb darke thou could’H notice thy hand^comc 
tell vs your reaion.What fayeft thouto this ? 

P««* Come your realbn,Tacke, your rcalbn. 

What, vp.on conipulfionf Zoundcs , and I were at the 
ftrapp.idb,or ali the rackes m the worlde,! would not tel you on 
cpmpullion. Giue you a reafon on compullion? if reafons werb 
as plentie as blacke-berries,! would giue no man a reafon vpon 

compullion,!. • ,■ r ■ 

Vnnee, He be no longer guiltie of this finne. This languinc 
coward, this bedprelftr , this horft-backc-breakcr, this huge 
hillofflefh. ' 

F^;Zbloud you ftarueling,you elfskin,you driea neatscoug.you 

buIlpizzcl,youllockfini;0 for breath to vtter,whaus like theef 
you tailers yard, you lheatb,youbpwcafe, you vile ftading tucK. 
Prin. W-cijbreathc awhile,ahdthcn ton againe,oc when thou 

haft tired thy ftlfe in baft coparifons, hcarc me fpeake but this. 
Pyy««. Marke,lacke. ^ , 

Pr/«. We tvvofaw you fbure ftt on foure,5c bound thcm,an 
were mafters of their wcalth/marke now how aplaine taie 1 .a 
putyou downc, then did wee two fet on you foure , and 
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woi-dcjOUtfac’cyou from your prize, & hsucit>yca,^caQ (hew 
it you here in the houft^and FaIftallFe,you carried your guts a- 
way as nimbly iwitli as quicke dcxteritic,& roard for mercy ,and 
ftil run and roare,as c'uer.I heard Bul-calf, Whacallaue artthou 
to hackc thy fw'ord as tliou Jiaft .done? & then fay it was in fight, 
W^hattricke? whatdeiiicc ? .whatftarting hole canft thou now 
ftid out, to hide thee from this open and apparaiit lhame? 

P«».Gome, let’s hearc.Iacke, what tricke liaft thou now? 
Talft. By the Lord , 1 knew yee as well as lice that madeyee. 
Why, hcarc you, my mafters, was it for me, to kill the Jicirc ap- 
parant? Ihould 1 turne vpon the true Princef why,thouknov\'- 
cft,I am as valiant, as Hercules : b,iit, beware inftinfl, tliclyon 
will not touch the ti ue Prince, inftinflisa greatmatter. I was 
a coward oninftindfvl fhalltJunke the bettcrof my ftlfe, and 
thee, during niy lift; I,foravaliantlyon, and thou, for a true 
Prince: but, by the Lord, lads, I am glad you haue the money* 
Hoftcllc, claptothc doores, watcluonight, pray tomorrow, 
gallants, lads, boy es, hearts of gold,alI the titles of goodfellow- 
fliip come to you, What,fliallwe .beemerrie, Ihallvvchauc 
aplay cKtemporc? 

• Pw», Content, aiidtheargumcnt lhall bc,tJiy running away; 
Ayio more of that,Hal,& thou loueft inc.£»rer hofiefse* 
fiTv, O lefojiny Lord the Prince i 

Triw.How now,my ladythe lioftelftjwliatlaifttliou tome? 
f/o.Marry,my L.there is a noblc-man of the court, at doore, 
would ^eakc with you ; he fayes, he comes from your Father* 
PrtM. Giue liim as much, as will make him afoyall man , and 
fend him backe againc to my mtothcr, 

F/*/, WJiat maner of manis he? 

//tf. An old man. 

Fw/. what doth grauitie out of his bed atipidnight? Shall I 
giue him his anfwere? , ■ 

Pri», Prethee do jTackc.F<i/. Faith, and ile.ftnd liim packing. 

Exit. 

Pm. Now firs, birlady you fought fairc , fo did you Peto, lb 
didyou BardoI,youarchonsto, you ran away vpon inftindfj 
you Will not touch the true Prince,no fie, , 

Faitli, / ran, when I faw others runne. 

E Pm, ' 
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